96        KILLING THE ROOTS  OF A HABIT
me in the ribs with her elbow and whispered: " Did
yon hear that ? "
Yes, I had heard it all right; and to this day I
cannot help thinking that my wife's interrogation was
particularly stupid.
I would not have minded the predicament so much
if that great, long-barrelled revolver had not been
reposing under my pillow. If it hadn't been for that
I would have got up to meet the burglar readily, asked
him not to make too much mess, and to let me down
easily, so to speak. But here I was with an arsenal
under my pillow; and I could already mentally hear
sundry friends asking me whether my recent nocturnal
visitor had ever returned that gun of mine, etc.
There was nothing else to do; so, sadly grabbing
that big brute of a point three-eight in my hand, I
journeyed kitchenwards and arrived at the door only
too soon. There was someone in that kitchen all
right, and he was not making much of a secret of the
matter.
I thought it best to get the wretched experience
over as quickly as possible, so I switched on the light,
pushed back the door with my left hand and, pointing
my cocked revolver straight ahead of my nose, entered
the room. And over by the hot-water heater there was
a poor little mouse which was prevented from getting
back into its hole by a mouse-trap that was fastened to
one of its hind legs.
I put the little beast out of its misery, let down the
trigger of my weapon, and sadly moved back towards
the bedroom, which I found lit up.
My wife afterwards told me that she switched the
light on just after she saw me enter the kitchen. I